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1 . Chapter 1 

It was a haunting echo, those words. 

Why they came back to him now, in the darkest hours of the morning, 
he couldn't say; sleep was a foreign concept at times, most times, as 
his thoughts churned over his plans or mused over the latest politics 
or he idly fiddled with the empty chessboard. 

Solitude, he wasn't sure if it suited him or not. 

And just who was he exactly anyway? 

He knew who he wasn't. He wasn't Jellal Eernades a€" although he was. 
He wasn't anything to anyone, except master to Ultear and "twin" 
brother to a long-lost soul only a certain redheaded woman knew 
about. He wasn't even anyone to himself... 

A stray thought, solidified, gifted with untold magic and the ability 
to control galaxies in his palm. A shell of a sentient being, 
connected by a thin thread to his original self, his complete self, 
the self with relationships and a past. 

The words that woman uttered, the warning falling from her crimson 
painted lips as her face never changed, never gave away her 
intentions, preoccupied him. He'd learned not to take her words at 
face value, and her facial expressions even less so. Instead, he 
watched her dark, keen eyes, even though she thought to hide them 
behind thick, dark lashes in the guise of subservience. 

He _told_ his other half that, not to trust her or her words or her 
coy smiles. 



But he was the clone, not the other way around, and his experiences 
counted for little. Yet he was the one out in the world having them, 
synthesizing them, _living_ them. Jellal Fernades was the one ruling 
a hermit kingdom of slaves, a slave himself to the notion of 
freedom . 

Resentment simmered, rebellion stirred, but he hushed it with a well 
timed object shattering into the wall. Such things served no purpose; 
a chessmaster must never lose his focuses, and he was here to play 
The Knight on Jellal 's board, nothing more and nothing less. 

When the time came a€" when the plan was nigh its completion a€" he 
would go back... home. He would once again be part of Jellal 
Fernades, once again whole. 

Yet those damn words... 

_Magic always has consequences . . . do you think it wise to stay in 
this form for so long? All the others on the Council only hold it for 
a short while. Perhaps you could do so as well, 

Siegrain-sama?_ 

Consequences. What a foolish notion. He was above and beyond such 
things . 

So why couldn't he purge her words? 


2 . Chapter 2 

Finger dragging along the fine bone structure of her jaw, he idly 
guided her head left and then right, studying with intensity reserved 
for only those who were good enough to catch his attention. There was 
mild resistance as her lip curled (and trembled) and she shoved 
against his chest, but he ignored it, intent upon the puzzle before 
him . 

Why? 

Why couldn't he hate her? 

He _loathed_ her. He _loathed_ his original's fixation and 
fascination with the castaway redhead, a shell of a slave, no account 
for anything other than that pathetic guild she was part of. At best, 
she was simple another sheep in a herd of sheep, another pretty face 
in a city full of humanity. At worst, she was a liability, a loose 
canon . 

Jellal 's weakness, his Achilles' heel. 

Fingers subconsciously twisted and twined in her hair, as he stood 
admiring the streaks of bright copper that created highlights and the 
strands of burgundy that threaded through the flawless crimson giving 
it depth and texture. Abruptly his fingers paused as fury bubbled up; 
those were not _his_ thoughts. Giving a sharp yank, he untangled his 
fingers and took a step back with a sneer. 


"Are you finished?" He didn't miss the fury in her voice, the 
resentment at the injustice he inflicted on her and the face he bore 
that allowed him to get away with it. 



If she had stayed silent, if she had kept that filthy look to 
herself, if she had taken the opportunity to slink off, nothing more 
would have happened. Yet, she dared to stare at him, chocolate eyes 
snapping with rebellion (and fear, don't think he didn't see that as 
well; Siegrain was a master of reading people) and fists 
balled . 

Slamming his palm into the wall next to her, he leaned in, trapping 
her body, pressing up against her breastplate and using his mass and 
muscle to hold her there. His other hand caught her wrist as she 
grasped at the broad sword at her side, letting the metal cutting 
into his thumb and forefinger channel his desires... rage... 
pain . . . 

Why couldn't he hate her? 

A brief struggle broke out between them as she tried to free her 
sword . 

"Don't," he hissed, not wishing to grapple. He could nudge her mind, 
remind her of who he was, manipulate her with magic. He could use his 
forked tongue to hold her friends' safety ransom. Instead, he 
commanded her with mere words, expecting her to obey, choosing the 
mildest option, the most pleasant one. 

And she did. Startled and frozen, eyes wide, pupils dilated, lips 
parted with panting breaths that puffed out rapidly. 

It was then he realized he could feel those hot pants on his on lips, 
could smell her sweet breath, could feel the tip of her nose brushing 
against his. 

Gaze locked, a silent battle of wills raged between them, both 
stilled with tension, boiling to a cusp of something he couldn't 
name. And then her face flickered, just for an instant, breaking the 
spell . 

With a vicious sound of dismissal, he jerked back, freeing them both. 
She was shaking, but so was he. She was staring, but so was he. 

Why couldn't he hate her? 

Why did these memories haunt him, curses from his original self, 
showing a brilliant and bright and _whole_ young girl. A girl that 
was perfect, a girl that was innocent. Not this young woman before 
him. Why must his mind betray him, confusing the two? That perfect 
girl was dead; she was dead the moment Jellal threw her off the 
island . 

And yet . . . 

It was no matter. 

Soon, very soon, she wouldn't be a problem for either Jellal or 
Siegrain, if all went to plan. 


Jellal loved her too much, and Siegrain loved her too little. 



End 
f ile . 



